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Discovering  Donald 


It  was  Monday.  The  minister  reclined  in 
his  study,  off  duty;  for  since  his  wedding  day, 
some  years  before,  this  had  become  the  rule 
of  the  Manse. 

Sunday  had  been  a  most  inspiring  day,  es- 
pecially the  evening,  when  the  young  people 
thronged  to  hear  the  monthly  discourse  of  par- 
ticular interest  to  them.  He  felt  that  some 
result  would  come  from  that  service  at  which 
he  had  presented  the  claims  of  the  Christian 
ministry  to  the  young  men  before  him,  and 
had  given  them  a  vision  of  the  joy  and  the 
heroism  of  the  work. 

As  he  sat  musing  in  the  study  there  came  an 
emergency  call.  He  was  soon  away,  buttoning 
his  overcoat  as  he  hurried  down  the  street  and 
across  the  city  to  the  home  where  sorrow  had 
unexpectedly  come.  On  his  return  he  took 
a  short  cut  across  the  college  campus.  Just 
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as  he  entered  the  street  on  the  far  side,  Donald 
MacPherson  came  swinging  along  from  an- 
other direction.     Their  ways  met  at  the  corner. 

"Hello!  Donald,  glad  to  meet  you,"  said  the 
minister,  heartily,  "how  did  you  fare  to-day?" 

"Thank  you,  sir,  not  so  badly,"  answered 
Donald,  "made  a  pass,  I  think." 

Donald  was  Highland;  and  for  him  to  make 
the  admission  that  he  had  scored  a  "pass"  at 
an  examination,  was  proof  positive  that  he  had 
made  at  least  90  per  cent.  All  the  boys  knew 
that  MacPherson,  in  his  quiet,  modest  way, 
was  simply  sweeping  everything  before  him. 
In  Greek  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  "a 
holy  terror." 

The  mid-sessional  exams,  were  now  on,  and 
Donald  was  striding  homeward  to  his  board- 
ing house  to  plug  for  the  morrow.  As  he 
halted  at  the  corner  when  saluted  by  the  min- 
ister, he  certainly  presented  a  fine  appearance 
— a  splendid  specimen  of  Canadian  young  man- 
hood. He  was  only  eighteen,  but  tall,  square- 
shouldered,  rugged,  every  inch  a  man,  with  a 
flashing  eye  and  a  brainy  brow  and  a  jaw  that 
meant    determination.       Donald    MacPherson 
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was  a  fellow  everywhere  to  be  reckoned  with. 
In  addition  to  being  captain  of  the  College 
foot-ball  team,  he  was  also  champion  boxer, 
and  at  the  fall  sports  had  come  a  close  second 
to  Rorrie  McLean  in  throwing  the  hammer, 
He  was  as  much  at  home  on  the  athletic  field 
as  he  was  in  the  examination  hall,  and  took 
his  honors  gracefully.  He  was  the  stamp  of 
man  that  would  make  his  mark  anywhere,  and 
the  minister's  eye  had  been  on  him  all  winter 
as  a  possible  recruit  for  the  ministry.  At  the 
last  Communion,  Donald  had  taken  his  place 
in  full  membership  with  the  church.  All  the 
more  the  minister's  heart  yearned  for  him, 

"You  were  in  your  place,  as  usual  last  night, 
Donald,"  continued  the  minister.  "We  had  a 
good  service,  hadn't  we?" 

Donald  grew  serious. 

"Yes,  sir,  that  was  a  great  service  last 
night,"  he  answered,  "and  I  want  to  tell  you, 
your  sermon  fixed  me." 

"How  was  that?"  inquired  the  minister, 
with  not  a  little  curiosity. 

"Well,"  said  Donald,  "it  fixed  me  in  my 
decision  to  study  for  the  ministry.  I  never 
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had  it  put  up  to  me  like  that  before.  Your 
appeal  was  splendid.  We  fellows  got  a  vision 
of  the  work  and  the  need  that  was  simply  ir- 
resistible. The  boys  at  the  house  were  all 
talking  about  it." 

aGlad  to  hear  you  say  that,"  responded  the 
minister.  "I  suppose  you  are  not  aware  of  it, 
but  for  some  time,  Donald,  you  have  been  one 
of  the  men  on  whom  my  heart  has  been  set. 
Do  you  really  mean  what  you  say?  I  did  not 
know  you  entertained  any  idea  of  being  a  min- 
ister." 

"I  do  mean  it,  sir,"  he  answered  with  great 
gravity.  "I  have  had  the  ministry  in  view  for 
five  years.  Long  before  leaving  home  I  had 
the  desire.  It  was  suggested  to  me  by  mother. 
I  came  to  college  with  this  purpose." 

"I  am  delighted  to  hear  yau  say  it,  Donald. 
I  wish  you  had  told  me  this  before." 

"O,  well,  sir,  it  is  one  of  the  things  I  don't 
talk  about.  It  has  been  a  very  sacred  matter 
with  me." 

"X  suppose  you  told  your  minister  at  home 
all  about  it." 

"No,  sir,  I  have  not  mentioned  it  to  him," 
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said  Donald.      "And  I  thought  it  a  bit  strange 
that  he  never  hinted  such  a  thing  to  me." 

"Your  father  is  aware  of  your  intentions,  no 
doubt." 

"No,  sir." 

"So    your    mother    is     the    only    one    who 
knows  ?" 

"She  doesn't  know,  either.  I  have  not  utter- 
ed a  word  about  it  to  a  living  soul.  You  are 
the  first.  And  I  want  to  tell  you,  sir,  that  last 
night's  sermon  was  the  first  appeal  I  have  ever 
heard  from  the  pulpit  for  men  for  the  ministry, 
If  I  am  not  keeping  you  too  long,  I  want  to 
tell  you  another  secret.  Since  coming  to 
College  I  have  been  boarding  with  boys  who 
are  taking  the  Science  course.  They  are  to  be 
Civil  and  Mining  engineers,  and  are  going 
west  when  they  finish.  A  few  weeks  ago  I 
had  about  decided  to  do  the  same.  The  pros- 
pects are  grand  and  they  strongly  attract  me. 
But  your  sermon  last  night  pulled  me  up  sharp. 
It  made  plain  to  me  that  the  ministry  is  the 
biggest  job  a  man  can  undertake  to-day.  It 
appealed  to  my  patriotism.  It  brought  me 
back  again  to  my  desire  and  purpose  of  years. 
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And  what  is  more,  two  of  the  boys  at  the  house 
are  also  considering  the  matter.  But  I  am 
delaying  you,  sir.  Good  bye,  and  again,  thank 
you." 

"Good  bye,  for  the  present,"  said  the  min- 
ister, grasping  his  hand.  "Thank  you  for  tell- 
ing me  this,  Donald.  Let  me  see.  Your 
exams,  will  be  over  to-morrow  afternoon. 
Come  to  the  manse  and  have  supper  with  me 
at  six  o'clock,  and  we  can  have  an  hour  to- 
gether afterward.     Good-bye." 

Donald  came  at  the  time  appointed.  After 
supper  the  minister  and  he  retired  to  the  study 
and  the  hour  spent  there  together  will  never 
be  forgotten. 

Three  years  have  passed  since  that  Monday 
afternoon  when  they  happened  to  meet  at  the 
corner  of  the  campus.  Donald  and  two  other 
stalwarts  who  once  had  engineering  in  mind 
are  now  in  the  University  taking  honor  courses 
and  will  soon  be  in  Theology.  His  name  is 
not  Donald,  neither  is  it  MacPherson,  but  he 
is  a  man  none  the  less,  and  some  day  Canada 
will  hear  from  him. 

G.  E.  R. 


